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She drew up the chart of figures as I directed, and added
and subtracted, obtaining results that were, however, only
arbitrarily suggested by me. Then I left her, while she
translated the numbers into letters, and when I came in—
'Ah, sir, what a prescription!' she cried.
What is it?'
flt can only act on the skin of a woman who has never
borne a child was the answer.'
'What!' cried the count, Ss that the pomade the Abbe
des Brosses gave you five years ago?'
'Precisely.'
clt is astounding!*
De Melfort and I left the palace together, and in the
garden he explained the mystery of the pomade. The poor
duchess's face was so disfigured, that her husband neglected
her cruelly. She appealed to the Abbe des Brosses, who gave
her some ointment which, for the time being, completely
cured her. The Due de Chartres saw her in her box at the
theatre, and was so charmed with her smooth white face,
that he at once made his peace with her. Nine months after,
their child, the Due de Montpensier, was born. When the
count had finished his story, he handed me a tortoise-shell
box containing a portrait of the duchess, and a rouleau of
a hundred louis, to be spent in framing the miniature to
my taste, I never had the portrait mounted, for I always
wanted the money for something else!
The duchess often sent for me, but there was no longer
any question of a cure, for she had not the patience to
follow my regime. I would stay sometimes five or six hours
with her, now in one corner of the palace, now in another.
She would have dinner and supper served to me by the
good old valet de chambre, who never opened his lips, I
loved her, but I was too proud to let her know it. One day
she asked if by means of the cabbala I could cure Madame
de Popeliniere, who suffered from a cancer in the breast.
I answered at random, that the cancer was imaginary,
and that the lady was perfectly well.

